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At the schoolhouse, Halloween night, bi 
All our happy neighbors met. . 

Of all parties I've attended 
This was much the gayest yet. 


Brown and golden leaves were fastened 
At the windows and the door: 

Apples yellow, sweet, and mellow, 
Stood in baskets on the floor. 
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Candles, pumpkins, shocks of cornstalks, 
Made the schoolhouse strange to see; 

I was glad that Mother, Brother, 

And my daddy went with me. 
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small Jerry Dare; 


Tall and thin Nathaniel Blair. 
- Eve, and Elinor, and Mayme. 


Lovely ladies also came: 
Pretty Fanny, saucy Nanny, 


Big Joe Smith, 
Fat and stubby Johnny Grubby, 


Tall and short, the guests were many: 


Other gentlemen were present; 


if 
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Soon I saw some black-dressed witches. 


Wearing high and pointed hats, 


: And on broomsticks that they carried 
uy Sat a half a dozen cats. 

; Then I hugged up to my mother, 

a For the witches looked so queer. 


Mother put her arm around me, 


Saying: “Don't be frightened, dear. 


“Those are girls you know quite well, pet; 
Surely you can each one guess! 
Tallest, Helen; shortest, Ellen; 
And the plumpest one is Bess.” 
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So I laughed, and said: “Hello, girls; 


I am not afraid of you!” 
Then the witches came and kissed me, 


Saying: “Why, Here's little Prue!” 


Next, a ghost, all white and silent, ke 
Walked among the people there; Bs 
When he came toward me, I quickly hs 
Stepped behind my daddy's chair. 


And my daddy whispered to me: 1 
That is J olly Tommy Cole: 


You know Tommy, tender Tommy 
Who would never harm a soul.” 
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Then I said: “O Tommy, Tommy, 
I am glad that you are here!” 


Ghosts like Tommy, teasing Tommy, 
Would not make a ‘fraid cat fear. 


i Some one filled a tub with water, 

ks Put some apples in to swim; 

B Then all cried: “Come, catch them, Billy; 
bi Come and help him catch them, Jim.” 


: Eyes were tied close with a napkin. 
a Just to make the thing a lark. 

: And said Billy: “I feel silly, 

Chasing apples in the dark.” 
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Neither boy could catch an apple, 
But Gene Barret played a joke; 
Splashed their heads into the water, 

Giving each a sudden poke. 


Lunch was served there in the school- 
house, 
Doughnuts, coffee brown as silk; 
But they gave me just a doughnut 
And a glassful of sweet milk. 


Some folks sang and some recited, 
Some laughed loudly, some laughed 
deep. 
Some played tricks and some tried danc- 
ing, 
But they said I went to sleep. 
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Visitor 


Ann Koe Anderson 


“T don’t see an you can eat so much seed, Yellow-top. You 
act just like the little pigs at Grandpa’s farm. They squeal and 
begin to eat before all the milk is poured into their feed trough. You 
flutter your wings and chirp and just snatch the seed, and that’s not 
polite—to snatch,” Ruth exclaimed, as she filled the canary’s cups and 
gave him water for his bath. 

““Yellow-top eats more than any other bird I ever saw,” com- 
mented Mother. 

““Most times when I feed him he hasn’t one speck of seed left, 
not even on the floor of his cage,” answered Ruth, as she folded a 
clean paper and sprinkled it with white sand. 

When Yellow-top had finished bathing, Ruth set his cage on a 
table by a sunny window and then she ran down to the brook to 
play. She made little green boats of plantain leaves, and used 
clover blossoms for white-capped sailormen. After all the boats were 
launched and had sailed away around the bend in the brook, she 
removed her shoes and stockings and waded in the cool water. 

When she was tired of this she hoppity-skipped to the house 
to get her dolls and take them for a ride. Running over the soft 
rugs her bare feet made no noise, and when she entered the room 
where Yellow-top’s cage stood on the table, she stopped suddenly 
just inside the door, scarcely breathing, that she might not frighten 
away the strangest visitor any one could imagine that a canary bird 
would have—a little gray mouse. 

On the bottom of the cage Yellow-top and his caller ate side 
by side, not knowing that Ruth watched them. The mouse ate much 
faster than Yellow-top, and sometimes tried to take the particular 
seed that Yellow-top wanted. Then the bird gave him a peck with 
his sharp beak, as though to say: 
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“Don’t snatch what I am eating; it’s not polite.” 

\Vhen there was no more seed to be found on the floor of the 
cage, Yellow-top hopped to the cup and scattered fresh seed all about. 

Suddenly the little visitor spied Ruth, and he disappeared so 
quickly through the bars of the cage and down a hole by the radiator 
pipe, that she scarcely saw him go. 


“Mother, Mother,”’ Ruth called, running down the hall, “Yellow- 


| 


Ss. 
DOT TERE! 
“On the bottom of the cage Yellow-top and his caller ate side by side.” 


top isn’t piggish after all. He’s really very unselfish, for he divides 
his seed with the cutest little gray mouse. And I don’t wonder he’s 
always hungry when I feed him, because his company isn’t one bit 
polite—he eats, and eats, and eats, just as fast as he can and tries 
to get all the seed; and Yellow-top’s nice and polite to him, and 
pecks him only when he tries to snatch.” 

“T think,” laughed Mother, “that we shall have to hang up 
Yellow-top’s cage after this, so that the little mouse will go elsewhere 
for his meals; but I’m glad that we know that even a canary is gener- 
ous and divides what he has with his neighbors.” 
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S 's Thou: sht Garden 


Chapter 1V 


A little boy in a soiled white sweater and a pair of padded 
knickerbockers crawled through the fence into Uncle Max’s garden, 
about 5 o'clock one August afternoon. There was a gate only a 
few feet away, but when a boy has been playing baseball and is still 
thinking of the last home run, he prefers a fence to a gate, even if it 
is no nearer. 

““How’s the game, Captain?”’ called Uncle Max, as he caught 
sight of a scarlet face between the boards. 

Jamie scrambled to his feet and strutted around the phlox bed 
with very much the air of a proud little red turkey cock. 

“Oh, we beat em, thirty-nine to ‘leven. Didn’t you hear the 
fellows yell? They have a pretty poor team since Leslie Barnes 
came over to ours.” 

“How did Leslie happen to flop? He’s an Oak street boy, 
isn’t 

““Y-e-s,” admitted Jamie, “but you see, he is a catcher and he 
needed a mask, and | said I’d buy one if I had a good catcher, 
and—and—-so he flopped.” 

Uncle Max gave a queer little whistle as he snipped off another 
spray of sweet peas. 

“Rather bad business for your thought garden,” he said over 
his shoulder. 

Jamie looked troubled. “Is it a weed?’’ he asked anxiously. 

“Well, grown people call that sort of thing ‘graft.’ It means 
paying a person to do something he ought not to do. If Leslie 
had thought he belonged in your team he’d have come without the 
mask, wouldn’t he? Yes, I think that’s a weed, surely—smart-weed, 
perhaps, because it made several persons uncomfortable. The Oak 
street team is ‘bum’ since Leslie left> And yours was a ‘cracker- 
jack’ before, wasn’t it? Maybe pigweed would be the right name. 
‘What do you think about it >” 
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Jamie looked distressed, and Uncle Max was sorry for him. 
They sat down under the apple tree to talk it over together. 

“Tt was piggish not to think about their side,” admitted Jamie 
sorrowfully, “‘and it made them all angry at Leslie and me.” 

“There are generally some cockles that stick fast,” agreed Uncle 
Max, “when weeds get to growing in one’s thought garden.” 


A little boy in a soiled white sweater crawled through the fence. 


“Can’t I get them off?” pleaded Jamie. “I didn’t intend to 
be selfish and mean. I just wanted to make our team the best there 
is, so the fellows would know I’m a good captain.” 

Uncle Max smiled down understandingly as he looked at the 
sober, sunburned face with the flaxen wisps above it. 

““You aren’t the first chap who has gone at a thing the wrong 
way. Even your uncle, who ought to know better, makes blunders 
about things that he wants very much, so what can we expect of a 
little knee-high lad in a sweater and a torn hat like a raggedy man? 
You wanted popularity among the boys, so you tried to plant it. 
But, Jamie, that sort of thing—being liked by others—is a self- 
sown flower, like goldenrod, and it doesn’t belong in a thought garden 
among the finer, more fragrant flowers. The place for that is out 
in the field—in one’s life, you know—and not in one’s heart, where 
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one must keep thinking about it. The less you think about other 
people’s liking you, the better; let that take care of itself, as the 
goldenrod does. It’s a good thing, though, to cultivate a liking for 
other people. Unless I’m mistaken, a certain baseball captain was 
given that honor because he had sunny-hearted daisies of friendliness 
in his thought garden, and not because he had pocket-money to buy 
a mask.” 

“Oh, I know what I'll do,” said Jamie firmly. “I'll tell Leslie 
he can keep the mask to catch for the Oak street team. ‘That'll 
make a nice posy, won't it?” 

“Certainly, that'll be a regular sunflower. It will help your 
sweet peas along, too. Notice how those sweet peas over yonder 
climb and cling and lift their butterfly blossoms. Thought garden 


They sat down under the apple tree to talk it over together. 


sweet peas come from doing the thing that is honorable and right 
every time. ‘Keeping pure ideals’ would be a grown-up way of 
saying it, but it means learning to think whether an act is right or not. 
If you had stopped to think before you bribed Leslie we wouldn’t 
have had this pigweed to pull up tonight.” 
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“Miss Fay came by and watched us play,” Jamie broke in. 
“Say, I haven’t taken her any flowers since school was out, and she 
must want some. I'd like to give her a whole big bunch of sweet 
peas—pink and white ones, like her cheeks looked today.” 

Uncle Max shrugged his broad shoulders. ‘‘Do so, by all means, 
if you dare, old fellow. A bigger man than you was snubbed for 
trying that very thing, but you may have better luck. Miss Fay seems 
to fancy your style of love pinks, I notice.” 

“T’'ll take them right after dinner,” said Jamie, getting up. “Did 
you smell raspberry pie this afternoon? Mrs. Flynn promised me 
two pieces.” 


(To be continued.) 
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But all the leaves and 


T gx the earth a carnival, 
Pebore the season passes. 
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CHIPMUNK 


RICHARD 
SMUTH 


The chipmunk is a very small rodent of the squirrel family; he is 
not as large as a rat, and is the color of golden oak. He has a bushy 
tail which is nearly as long as his body. He has long sharp teeth. He 
runs swiftly; a cat or a dog has little chance of catching him. If he 
is treated kindly, he is easily tamed. When he barks he seems to say, 
“‘chip—chip—chip.” 

Two summers ago, a chipmunk came near my office, and | be- 
gan to feed it nuts, first on the ground, then on the sidewalk, and at 
last just inside the door. In time she became tame and would eat 
from my hand. Then one day she brought her mate with her. He 
came into the office as though he had no fear of any one. I believe 
that the first chipmunk must have told the second one that he need 
have no fear of me. On his second visit he too ate from my hand. 

When they had eaten all the nuts that they wanted, they took 
some nuts to their home to 
eat in winter. 

In a short time the mamma 
chipmunk stopped coming to 
see me, but the other one 
came more frequently to 
carry away nuts. I thought 
that his mate must be sick. 
Within a month the mamma — ss 
chipmunk came back, and 
with her came two little 
chipmunks about the size of mice. 

When the snow began to fall the chipmunk family stopped 
coming to visit me. Last spring when the snow was almost gone 
all the chipmunks came back—the two old ones and the two young 
ones, who had grown as large as their parents. They brought four 
other chipmunks with them. They all came into my office without 
any fear. 
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In the fall I tried to find where my little visitors lived. When 
they took the nuts away I would try to follow them, but they were 
too quick for me. One day when I was rest- 
ing on a log, a number of chipmunks near 
another log began a great. chip—chip—chip- 
ping. As all chipmunks look very much 
alike, I did not know whether or not this was 
my family. But when I dropped a few nuts b 
and they came to me, I knew that I had 
found the home of my visitors. They seemed 
to be pleased at my call. 

I went several times to see them, and 
they put away in their nests for winter nearly 
all the nuts which I took with me. 

I expect that I shall have many new chipmunk friends to feed 
next summer. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 
5 God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 


Through every moment of the day. 

2 I now am wise, I now am true, 

; Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

; All things I am, can do, and be 

: i Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 
: 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 


Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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HALLOWEEN CATS 


Black cats, of season 
Halloween, 

You are the queerest | 
have seen. 


In pose, you re somewhat 
like a curtain, 

But that you're cats, I’m 
still quite certain. 


Your figures, rather 
Oriental, 

Would stamp you purely 
ornamental. 


No rat or bird such cats 
would shun, 

From you no smallest 
mouse would run. 


For this, I love you, gentle 


creatures, 
And much admire your 
pleasant features. 
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FRANCES 
HELPING 


This month many mothers all over the land are making dresses 
for their little girls, dresses suitable for the winter that is on its way. 
There are to be sateen dresses, crepe dresses, woolen dresses, silk dresses 
—yes, perhaps velvet or velveteen dresses. So these little partners of 
mothers, the Busy Sunbeams, are wanting to help, because these are 
their own dresses—yes, and also because they are helpers. Would 
you not be as willing to help Mother put a touch of beauty on Sister’s 
dress as to put it on your own? Cooperation is a long word, but that 


. is just what it means to 

"ATy, lend a hand, to help an- 

ves other. You will find many 

opportunities every day to 

" do this in your own home 

Q () and out in the world also. 

Q @ The greatest Master who 
ever lived took a towel and 

oO O washed his disciples’ feet. 


The designs that you 

Diagram L Diagram 2 will find in this lesson are 
to be used on the new fall 

and winter dresses for the little girls of our big family. Design No. 
1 will look well on a black sateen dress, or on a brown or a blue one, 
for that matter. The flowers are to be made of yellow or rose sateen; 
the leaves, of green. First trace the pattern on a piece of paper, then, 
on the dress in the places that you and Mother decide look best. You 
will need a piece of white or yellow carbon paper for this, so that 
the lines will show. Cut a pattern of the flower, the leaves, and the 
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little round bud at each side. Cut as many of these from the cloth 
as you need, and baste them in place. Then buttonhole all around 
them with two threads of embroidery cotton of the same color. Make 
all the lines and the French knots in the flowers and the leaves of 
floss the same color as the dress material, making the lines in the 
outline or in the over-and-over 
stitch. The stems are to be made 
of green floss in the over-and-over 
stitch, which is often called the 
satin stitch. Design No. 2 is made 
the same way and can be used on 
another school dress. 

The basket design, No. 3, is to 
be embroidered and appliqued. 
Select the colors that will go well 
- with the material of your dress. 

Di Transfer the pattern to the dress, 

then work the handle, the bottom 

of the basket, and the bars, in the satin stitch. Baste a piece of cloth 

on for the top of the basket and buttonhole it all around, except 

the end under the flower. Then baste the small flower on and 

finish it, and, last, the large flower. For the lines in these flowers, 

use a single thread of floss; make the lines in the outline stitch. 

This design will be nice to use on almost any dress material that 

is not too heavy. 

The dainty little design, No. 4, is for the silk or the velvet 

dress, and is to be made of very bright and 


festive colors. Where you see “lace” ) ont 0 
marked on the design, some gold lace is 
to be fulled. It should be whipped down ats 


at the top with very fine stitches and . 
tacked into place at the bottom. Outline f, hose \ 
the bottom part of the design in very heavy 
silk. Make the little flowers in various 
colors; the leaves, in green. Then punch 
two tiny holes where the marks are on 
each side of the lower part of the design; 
through these holes run a piece of baby 
ribbon and tie it in a — bow. Bae 
that not look beautiful, when it is finis : 
up in the nice work that you have learned Diagram 
how to do? 
The two jolly ducks in diagram 5 are just waiting for you to 
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use them on some of your school dresses or aprons. They promise 
not to quack, quack right out.loud in school, and make “the children 
laugh and play.” These ducks are 
to be worked in outline stitch and 
will be very easy to make. Prob- 
/ ably two threads of white floss will 
be the best to work them with. 
= They will look nice on the pockets, 
~_ and somewhere near the hem, and 
~*~ perhaps on the waist, or on the 
¢ sleeves. 
a Wouldn’t it be nice if we could 
—~ all the pretty dresses that will 
Di agram § come forth with these little designs 
; worked on them? Nicer still would 
it be to see the happy faces of the Wees as they work to make these 
beautiful dresses. The happier you are as you work, the more beautiful 
your work will be, the more even will be the stitches, and the less you 
will have of knots and snarls and mistakes. Remember! 


EXPLANATION 


On page 30 of our August number there was published an illustration of 
a boy and a girl. The editors regret very much that this was published, as they 
are advised that this illustration is used by Every Child’s Magazine, Omaha, 
Nebraska, edited by Grace Sorenson. The artist furnishing this illustration did 
not inform the editors that it was not original. 


I know that all which I receive 


mm. 
4 Comes from God's loving 


care, 
‘ But I shall gladly work to help 


% His blessings to prepare. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, $.25 each. . 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in forty- 
five days before the date of the issue in which they are to appear: For instance, 
letters and reports for November Wee Wisdom must be in by September 15. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I do not know what I would do without you. When 
I feel sick I say The Prayer of Faith and I soon get well. A cat bit my 
thumb. I said The Prayer of Faith and the thumb soon stopped hurting.— 
Grace Leuersee. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You have helped me a great deal. I lost my 
jackknife, but I said The Prayer of Faith, and a few days later I found my 
jackknife. My head ached, but I said, ““God is my health, I can’t be sick,” 
and I did not feel the headache any more.—Ruth Phillips. 

Dear Unity—The last time I wrote to you for prayers for my success in 
school work, I got E in arithmetic. I got E again in arithmetic and E in 
reading. I am surely thankful for your prayers. I wrote to you that I wanted 
a bat and a ball. A friend found a baseball and gave it to me. Mamma 
says that she is going to get me an indoor bat and ball.—(Name not given.) 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are the best magazine I have ever read. You 
help me in my studies and in everything else. My eyes bothered me and | 
could not go to school for a few days. I kept saying The Prayer of Faith 
and shortly afterward I was able to go to school.— Ruth Cushman. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I am saying The Prayer of Faith every morning 
and every night. I passed to the 4th grade. I thank God and you for saying 
The Prayer of Faith to help me pass. My brother John passed, too. I will 
thank God and you for helping him.—Ruth Schwartz. 

Dear Wees—One day I felt sick. I said The Prayer of Faith and I felt 
better in a little while-—Leland H. Cooley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom since last July. 
I like the stories, and The Prayer of Faith where it says: “God is my health, 
I can’t be sick.” I had a cold and I said that line and the cold went away.— 
Effie Pavey. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for three years and I 
think it is fine. I enjoy all the stories but I enjoyed ““The Invisible Chief’ best. 
—Dorothy June Parker. 

Dear Secretary—My sister and I have had three of your magazines and 
we like them very much. A friend who takes Unity magazine gave Mother some 
old ones to read, and she also sent a year’s subscription for Wee Wisdom. Mother 
loves Unity and we love Wee Wisdom. I think we like everything in it—not 
one thing more than another, because it is all so interesting. We look forward to 
it each month.—Dorothy and Phyllis Baker. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. You are such a comfort 
and help. I hope I may come to see you sometime. You cannot know how 
much I love you. Let’s hope you will always be coming every month.—Mary 
Ida Cross. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI get much help from The Prayer of Faith. I read 
the stories from Wee Wisdom to my mother and father. I tell other boys and 
girls how nice Wee Wisdom is and tell them about the good things that are in 
it—WNicholas Gerren. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI received my first magazine last week and enjoyed 
the beautiful stories and all that the other Wees had to say. I have learned 
The Prayer of Faith and find it very helpful at all times.— Lillian P. Hills. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I need your loving care so much. I have read The 
Prayer of Faith, and it helped me very much. Mrs. H. sent me Wee Wisdom 
for Christmas. I love to look at its pictures and to read its stories. I like to 
read “Peter and the Chameleon.”-—Margaret Butcher. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Blanche’s Corner and The Prayer of Faith 
and Busy Sunbeams best of all. I think you are the best book a child could 
read. My aunt Grace sent me Wee Wisdom. She thought I would like it, 
and I do.—Loretta Ruth Retan. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—In Wee Wisdom I like Home Tots best. I like 
all the stories in it. I say The Prayer of Faith every morning and every night. 
It helps me very much.—Madelyn Lucile Bruen. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am fifteen years old and in third year normal at 
Tuskegee Industrial Institute. I started reading Wee Wisdom in February, 
and I have enjoyed every edition since. I think it is both interesting and in- 
structive. Your delighted reader.—Antoinette Battey. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—tLast week I had a disappointment. I was sitting up 
in my bedroom, very unhappy. It was pouring rain. I said The Prayer of 
Faith twice. All of a sudden, on four turned-up flowerpots I saw four little 
robins. They seemed to be looking up at my window-and-to’be saying: ““Cheer 
up! Cheer up!” I thanked God for sending the little robins to cheer me.— 
Evelyn Louise Higgins. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—We love you dearly. We have sent you to several 
of our friends. There is a little country church in our neighborhood and a 
friend of mine has organized a Willing Worker club. Last week I read to 
the club the dear little story that was in May and June Wee Wisdom, ““The 
Magic Words.”” They all liked it very much. Next Tuesday we are going to 
entertain the ladies of the community, so we have decided to put on the little play, 
“The Magic Words,”’ so that the grown-ups, too, may get the great moral that 
is in it.—Louise Wells. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I was especially glad to receive my Wee Wisdom 
magazine this month, because of the feeling within me that made me think | 
needed help. I have prayed diligently, but it always makes one feel better to 
know that some one else is praying for him too. I know that you are praying for 
me, so I am writing to let you know how much I appreciate it Eleanor 
A. Bommer. 

Dear Wees—I love you. I am learning The Prayer of Faith. I was 
taking examinations at closing of school; I read you, and I passed.—Frances 
Patton. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I think that Wee Wisdom is the nicest little book 
a child can have. I am getting along very well with my music. I think that 
Wee Wisdom helps me.—Roberta Musgrove. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother wrote you the day | took sick and the doctor 
said I had diphtheria. Mother was worried on account of my three brothers. 
Soon the doctor was surprised to find my throat all clear. I am feeling fine. I 
prayed The Prayer of Faith, over and over. Many thanks for prayers for me. 
—Rosemary Frankel. 

Dear Secretary—We received our Booster badges safely. Thank you very 
much for them and for putting our names in the correspondence list of Wee 
Wisdom. We had seven letters last week from Wees in different parts of 
America.—Phyllis and Dorothy Baker. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I had to stay out of school, but I am doing well 
now and have not been sick in a long time. Reading Wee Wisdom has helped 
me a great deal. I am going to keep on reading Wee Wisdom and trying to keep 
well.—Clara Virginia Northrup. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have had Wee Wisdom for almost two years, and 
I like it very much. I give it to a little girl every month, and she too likes it very 
much.—Annette Grainger. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—l like to read Home Tots and Blanche’s Corner. I 
say The Prayer of Faith every night before I go to sleep.—Russell Maxwell. 

Dear Secretary—I am so happy to have two little Wee sisters living near 
me. One is a real Booster and I’m sure the other soon will be. We are mak- 
ing posters for the Humane Society and a friend of mine discovered that one 
picture was copied from Wee Wisdom magazine. I should love to know the 
one who drew it.—Marie E. Ford. 

Dear Editor—I have taken Wee Wisdom only one year, but I love all of 
its stories and verses. I can’t tell which I like best. I let my little nephew read 
Wee Wisdom and he enjoys it very much. I say The Prayer of Faith every 
night and it helps me in my Sunday school work and in my school work.— 
Ruth G. Jones. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much indeed. I especially like ““The 
Apple Story,” by I. O. S., and Busy Sunbeams. We have a lovely big lawn 
and an orchard. We also have a bathing pool and a garden. We have many 
pets, too.—Esmeralda Normat. 
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Dear Friends—lIt is a pleasure to read Wee Wisdom. It has helped me 
very much in my school work. Although I like it all I like Blanche’s Corner best. 
Lessons for Young Students has helped me to understand the teachings of 
Christ—Gordon R. Cote. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have enjoyed you very much. I can hardly wait 
for the next number to come; you have so many interesting things in you. I 
have had help in my music lessons as well as in my school lessons. When I 
cannot understand my lessons I say The Prayer of Faith, and then I get the 
answer.—Katherine A. Robinson. 

Dear Wees—Isn’t Wee Wisdom a wonderful magazine! I let all of 
my girl friends read my copies in the hope that they will subscribe. I am 
trying to get members of the Booster Club who will really work for it—Ruth 
Carpenter. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—After four years I have renewed my subscription to 
Wee Wisdom. I don’t see how I did without you for so long a time. When 
I received the first copy this year I thought: “‘How large it has grown in four 
years!’’ It has improved too; the stories are nicer and the Booster Club seems 
to be so large.—Rose Fitzpatrick. 


NEW MEMBERS OF BOOSTER CLUB 

Iris Sawyer; Charles Thompson; June Quick; Dorothy L. Yates; Martha 
D. Yates; Sammie W. Campbell; Nona Straughn; Gertrude Sonder; Harry 
Sonder; J. N. Obiora; Irene N. Obiora; Francis Noel Obiora; Jean Washburn; 
Ruth Resler; Felix Einsohn; Glenn H. Quick; Bernice Rosalind Dugan; Mil- 
dred Wright; Thelma Starks; Gladys Ruby Danielson; Margaret Eleanor 
Danielson; Mary Frances Gillette; Ruth Morrell; Marjorie Diehl; John Whit- 
tington; Flossie Burk; Betty Linn; Ann Beck; Dorothy Louise Larkin; Rebecca 
Lee; Billy Clark; Lois Kennedy; Irene Paterson; Lester Katzer; Lura May 
Garmire; Marie Bary; Doris Wright; Winifred Davis; Helen Thornton. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Elaine G. Nordwick (13 years), box 392, Herman, Minn.; Mary Over- 
end, The St. Elmo, Chautauqua, N. Y.; Nona Straughn, route No. 1, box 309, 
Long Beach, Calif.; J. N. Obiora, The Hope Cottage, Port Harcourt, S. 
Nigeria, West Coast Africa; Ruth Morrill (11 years), 116 Hamlet st., Los 
Angeles, Calif.; Marjorie Diehl, 4305 N. Lockwood ave., Toledo, Ohio; 
Betty Linn, 1918 Park road, Washington, D. C.; Ruth Perry, Dolton, IIl.; 
Ann Beck (11 years), 417 Franklin ave.; Sikestown, Mo.; Geoffrey Holloway 
(10 years), Oyen, Alberta, Can.; Dorothy Louise Larkin, 409 River st., 
Rochester, N. Y.; Pauline Cunningham (11 years), Carmi, Ill.; Mildred 
Frances Davis, 112 Chubbick st., Quincy, IIl.; Doris Wright, 41 Peralta st., 
Los Gatos, Calif. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 

Mina Hart: for healing of father’s mental trouble and of brother’s paraly- 
sis, and for mother to stop worrying; Elaine Nordwick: better memory, hearing, 
and that she be loving and kind; Leona Brown: health for mother; Ruth Spieler: 
health for mother; Emmie Murgatroyd: father to overcome bad habits and to 
become more interested in family; Mildred Wright: school work, and home; 
Ruth Perry: health, school work, perfect vision, prosperity for father’s business; 
Virginia Bruen: health; Muriel Montelepre: school work; Mildred Davis: school 


work. 
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Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many good stories and 
good letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter or a 
story published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first 
has appeared, please understand that we do not use it because we wish to 
let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young Authors pages. 


THE Epiror. 


JIMMIE’S NEW GAME 
VIOLAS BELKNAP 
Framingham, Mass. 


One day little Johnnie came running across the street to Jimmie’s 
house. He rang the bell and Jimmie’s pretty young mother came 
to the door. When she saw who it was, she called Jimmie. He 
came running and when his mother told him to go out and play with 
Johnnie he did not hesitate. 

The two little boys soon sat on the grass talking. Johnnie was 
talking very fast about a book that he had just received for his birth- 
day. He had shown Jimmie all the pictures, when Jimmie began to 
wonder if he too had not read the book, but he could not seem to 
remember it. So he told Johnnie that he would have to go and call 
on Mr. Subconscious Mind. Then Johnnie began to pout, and said 
that he was going home if Jimmie could not play. But Jimmie soon 
consoled him. He told him that he would be right back and that if 
Johnnie wanted, he too could come. Then Jimmie ran up the steps 
and sat down on the piazza, with Johnnie following him, very much 
surprised. Jimmie put his fingers on his temples, and thought and 
thought. He did not need to ask Johnnie to let him think, because 
Johnnie was staring at him in open-mouthed astonishment. 


mi YOUNG 
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Suddenly Jimmie heard a voice inside of him telling him all the 
facts about the book. Jimmie remembered, now. Yes, he remem- 
bered! 

Then Johnnie, who could restrain himself no longer, broke out 
with: “Say! When are you going?” 

“T have been,” announced Jimmie, calmly. This puzzled Johnnie 
still more. Then Jimmie went down on the lawn and called Johnnie, 
who came very slowly, still pondering over his puzzle. 

But Jimmie soon explained. His mother had taught him a new 
game. This game was to ask Mr. Subconscious Mind what Jimmie 
could not remember. Mr. Subconscious Mind had always told him 
the truth, so whenever Jimmie could not remember any certain thing 
he would ring Mr. Subconscious Mind’s doorbell (as he called his 
temples) and ask Mr. Subconscious Mind for help. 

Johnnie loved the new game, and at dinner he very excitedly 
told his mother all about it. 

At Jimmie’s house at lunch time, Jimmie told his mother all about 
Johnnie’s being so surprised. How Jimmie’s mother laughed! 


JACK FROST 


HELEN TANNER (9 years) 
Albany, N. Y. 


Oh, pretty soon Jack Frost will come, 
Making the tips of our fingers numb, 
Freezing the ice so we can skate. 

He'll be here soon for he’s never late. 


He paints pictures on the windows, 
Pictures pretty to see, 

Pictures for little children, 
Children like you and me. 


UNSELFISHNESS 


EVELYN SHAPARD (11 years) 
Columbia, Tenn. 


Mary and Alice were little girls. Mary’s doll’s dress was blue 
and Alice’s doll’s dress was red. 

Mary said: “Alice, I want your doll’s dress. It is far the pret- 
tier.” Alice was a loving little girl, so she said: “Mary, you may 
have my doll’s dress.” 


? 
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FOR MY SAKE 


Rusy Burns, (9 years) 
Moore, Mont. 


Wee Wisdom I will heed. 

Its lessons I always need, 

Its writings I will read 
For my sake. 


I like the copies of every one. 
When it’s here I’m never alone. 
I do my work till it’s done, 

For my sake. 


AUTUMN IS HERE 


Patricia S. BRADSHAW (11 years) 
Tonopah, Nev. 


Summer has come and gone. 
Autumn is here. 
The birds are singing their last merry song, 


For cold Mr. Winter is here. 


The little squirrel is gathering nuts 
To stow in his hollow tree. 


The little birds have learned to fly, 


And are ready to go to another country. 


The trees have all turned to a golden brown, 
And the streams have run quite low, 
And the wheat has been cut down, 
And will soon be ready to store. 


A PRAYER 


GeorciA E. Jupp 
I Los Angeles, Calif. 


God help me to do the right, 
Every day and every night. 
Help me to be kind and true 

In everything I do. 
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WHAT HELEN LEARNED ABOUT GOD 


EVELYN CHRISTENSEN 
Earlington, Wash. 


Alice was a Wee Wisdom girl, and knew about God, while her 
playmate Helen merely knew that there was a God. 

One day Alice and Helen went to the forest on the hill, to 
gather lilies. Alice went tripping along the woodland paths, but 
Helen was afraid. She would stop and listen every time a branch 
swayed or a leaf rustled. Alice already had a bunch of lilies, and 
turned to see how many Helen had: “Why, Helen, what is the 
matter? You look so frightened; don’t you like God’s beautiful 
wood?” “Yes,” replied Helen, “but are you sure there are no bears?” 
““Of course there are no bears here,” replied Alice, “‘and if there were, 
they couldn’t hurt us when God is right here.” 

When they reached home, Alice gave Helen some Wee Wis- 
doms. That night Helen read and read until bedtime. The next 
afternoon Helen was ready to go to the wood. “I didn’t get nearly 
enough lilies yesterday,” she said, “because I was afraid of every noise. 
But last night, I learned The Prayer of Faith. I know that God is 


with us, so we have nothing to fear.” 


LOVE 


HELEN KAGEL 
St. Louis, Mo. 


The love of God so pure and true, 
The love God gives to me and you, 
The love that God so freely gives, 

Is love that will forever live. 


J 
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LESSONS FOR_» 
YOUNG STUDENTS 
[MELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN 


OUR PERFECT BROTHER; HIS PRAYERS 


In all the life of our Perfect Brother, to me there is nothing else 
so beautiful as his prayers. His miracles give me courage, his friendship 
strengthens me, and his love gives me peace. But his prayers so bring 
me into the presence of God that in their words I hear the Christ of my 
being talking with the Father; talking in a confidence that gives me a 
feeling of being in the right place and of doing the right thing. 

When his disciples asked him to teach them how to pray, he did 
not give them long and tiresome prayers to recite. He told them how 
to acknowledge God, and gave them words that would help them to 
let God’s kingdom come in their lives. 

The kingdom of God is within. In the kingdom is every good 
thing that we can ever need. After he was baptized, our Perfect 
Brother went into a desert place, to pray. The Tempter came to him 
there and challenged him to make stones to become bread. But our 
Perfect Brother knew God’s kingdom within, and he told the Tempter 
that we do not live wholly by the food that we eat, but by our use of 
God’s word. So, when in the Lord’s Prayer, we say, “Give us this 
day our daily bread,” we must remember that “daily bread” means 
not only the food that we eat but that it also means: “Give us today 
Thy word of life and health.” 

When we pray as our Perfect Brother prayed, the Christ within 
makes clear the meaning of the words and causes us more distinctly 
than ever before to understand our relations to God. 

In many ways our Perfect Brother lived very much the same 
kind of life that you and I live. Although he lived in a house with 
others, and took time in which to eat, to sleep, to bathe and to dress 
his body, yet he prayed so much that we can almost say that he talked 
and lived more with God than with people. His much praying gave 
him the great power that he used; it made him our Perfect Brother. 

He knew that through prayer we come into a relationship with 
God that insures a quick answer to all our prayers, so he was able 
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to say at the tomb of Lazarus: “Father, I thank thee that thou heard- 
est me. And I know that thou hearest me always.” ‘ 

By our remembering that the kingdom of God is within and that 
it is God’s desire to give us all his good, our prayers will become 
powerful, like the prayers of our Perfect Brother. The will of God 
for us all is that we should know him better and use more of his 
good. God is life, and his will for us is life. God is health, and 
his will for us is health. God is peace, love, wisdom, and plenty, 
and it is his will for us that we should have all these. 

Our Perfect Brother said of himself that he came into the 
world to do God’s will. In doing God’s will he taught us how to 
pray, that we may know the Father. When he told us to pray, “Thy 
will be done,” he gave us a prayer that will, if kept to its true mean- 
ing, make us like him. So let us daily pray: 

“Our Father who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy 
kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in heaven, so on earth. Give 
us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we also 
have forgiven our debtors. And bring us not into temptation, but 
deliver us from the evil one. For thine is the kingdom, and the power, 
and the glory, for ever. Amen.” 


A PRAYER 


Dear Lord, your love and tender care 
Guide and protect me, everywhere. 
Because you always are with me 

I am as safe as safe can be. 


Shes: =~ 
(CP) (Cor) (2:9 
SSS 
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a, CLARA BETE- 


Jack Frost is dressing up the trees 
In brown and red and yellow, 
And all the fruit the year has brought 


Is hanging ripe and mellow. 


Come, children, to the harvest field 
And gather in the treasures 
Which Mother Earth is offering 


In such abundant measures. 


It is the joyous harvest time; 
With grateful hands and willing, 
We'll gather in the earth's rich fruits, 
Spring's promises fulfilling. 


Piss 
On 
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BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, OcToBER 12, 1924. 
THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT.—Matt. 6:5-15. 


GOLDEN TEXxT—Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done.— 
Matt. 6:10. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Probably the greatest teaching that we get from the Sermon on the 
Mount is about prayer. We need to know how to pray because it is 
through prayer that we receive the things that make us happy and that 
we use for the good of others. Jesus often went by himself to pray for the 
power to do his wonderful works. 

Prayer is talking to God. Sometimes people seem to forget that they 
are talking to God, for when they pray they like to get up in public places 
and speak loudly so that men may hear them. Jesus teaches that the true 
way to pray is to talk to God is secret. There is only one place in which 
we can really talk to God in secret; that is within our own hearts—-the 
inner chamber of which Jesus spoke. 

As we learn to turn all our thoughts from things without to the spirit 
of God in us, we get a feeling of closeness to God that makes him seem 
“our Father” more than he ever has seemed before. We make his name 
holy to us when we say, “Hallowed be thy name,” and we open our 
hearts for the will of God to be done in us when we say, “Thy will be 
done, as in heaven, so on earth.” 

We know that God feeds his children, and in this prayer we 
really thank him for our daily bread. Forgiveness is also taught in the 
Lord’s Prayer, and we learn that we must forgive others if we expect God 
to forgive us our sins. 

God does not lead us into temptation, but if we will follow his guiding 
hand he will keep us from all evil. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the greatest teaching that we get from the Sermon on the 
Mount? 
Why do we need to learn how to pray? 
Where can we talk to God in secret? 
Name some of the things that the Lord’s Prayer teaches us. 


Lesson THoucHT—I pray to God in secret and . know that he 
answers my prayers. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I turn my thoughts from outer things, 
And in the secret place 
I find my loving Father God, 


And meet him face to face. 


Lesson 3, OCTOBER 19, 1924. 
THE PARABLE OF THE SOWER.—Mark 4:1-9. 
GOLDEN TEXT—The sower soweth the word.—Mark 4:14. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


A short time after Jesus had taught the people the parable of the sower, 
his disciples asked him to explain to them the meaning of the parable. 
Jesus told them that the seed of which he spoke is the word of God as it is 
given in the Bible or through the lips of ministers or teachers, or through 
the inner voice in which God speaks to us. 

The word comes to some who let their evil thoughts destroy it, as the 
birds ate the seed that fell by the wayside. 

The minds and the hearts of other people are hard, like the stony 
ground. When the word of God comes to them, at first they seem to be 
glad to receive it, but they keep the word only for a short time. When 
trouble or trial comes upon them they lose the good that they should 
receive from the word, and it bears no fruit in their affairs. 

The third kind of person that Jesus tells about is like the thorny 
ground. The love of ease and of wealth and the love of rich food and 
fine clothes are permitted to grow in the mind and they become so strong 
that they crowd and choke out all the spiritual thoughts that the word 
of God has started into life within us. 

But there are some hearts that are like the good ground of which 
Jesus spoke. The word comes to such hearts and finds them open to receive 
it. Every thought of God that arises in the good soil is loved and cared 
for and is made so much a part of the person that it bears fruit in his every 
word and act. Our hearts should be ready always to receive the good 


seed, which is the word of God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is meant by the seed that is spoken of in the parable of the sower ? 
Name the different kinds of soil (hearts) on which the word falls. 


How does the word that is sown in good ground bear fruit? 
What kind of ground should our hearts be? 


Lesson THOUGHT—T he word of God falls into my heart and bears 
good fruit. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


The seed that God sows in my heart 
Will fall on ready ground, 

That when the Master comes to reap, 
Rich harvest may be found. 


Lesson 4, OcTOBER 26, 1924. 
THE STILLING OF THE STORM.—Mark 4:35-41. 


GOLDEN TExT—Who then is this, that even the wind and the sea 
obey him ?2—Mark 4:41. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The stilling of the storm stands out as one of the greatest works that 
Jesus did. The lesson teaches us many things. 

Every time we give way to anger, every time we become so excited that 
we cannot think clearly and calmly, a storm is raging in our minds. Such 
a storm is as harmful to us as the disciples feared that the wind and the 
waves would be harmful to them. When mental storms arise in us, instead 
of becoming frightened we should know that the storms have appeared only 
-ecause the Christ spirit in us is sleeping. We should waken that inner 
being and it will instantly still the storm within us and bring us again 
to peace. 

Sometimes we feel a storm in the conditions about us when everything 
seems topsy-turvy. It may be that our playmates seem rough or noisy, or 
that things have gone wrong in school or at home. Then is the time to 
call upon the Christ Spirit, who will say to the troubled conditions: 
“Peace, be still.” 

The power of God that Jesus used in doing his wonderful works can 
overcome everything that is harmful to God’s children. The winds and the 
waves obeyed Jesus because of the God power that was in him. We shall 
learn to overcome every wrong when we know as Jesus knew that God 
dwells in all his children and can be used for their highest good. 

Another thing that we learn from the lesson is that we should not let 
fear come into our lives. After he had stilled the storm the first question that 
Jesus asked was: “Why are ye fearful? have ye not yet faith?” To 
have faith in the indwelling God is the one way by which fear can be re- 
moved from our minds. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What kind of inward storms come to us? 

What power can still the storms? 

When shall we be able to overcome every wrong? 
In what way can fear be removed from our minds? 
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Lesson THOUGHT—The Christ Spirit in me keeps me calm and 
peaceful. 


MEMORY VERSE 
The Spirit of the Christ in me 


Is saying: ““Peace, be still;” 
My troubles all shall pass away 
If I but do God’s will. 


Lesson 5, NOVEMBER 2, 1924. 


THE PRODIGAL SON—WORLD’S TEMPERANCE 
SUNDAY .—Luke 15:11-24. 


GoLDEN TEXT—!/ will arise and go to my father.—Luke 15:18. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The lessons that are taught in the parable of the prodigal son are a 
beautiful way of teaching us of God’s mercy and that we should keep 
our thoughts from wandering away from him. 

The young man about whom the lesson tells is called a prodigal be- 
cause he wasted the good that came into his life instead of using it in the 
highest ways. God gives us much good and he expects us to use it in the 
right way. If we use our good for selfish purposes we become prodigals, 
and, like the young man in the lesson, we are likely to come to want. 

When our thoughts stray away into far countries it means that they 
have left the things of God and are seeking only selfish pleasures. Each 
thought has a value in itself and that value becomes lost to us when we do 
not use it aright. When we have lost that great power, we have no way 
of calling into our lives the things that we need, and we soon become 
hungry for the good that we know the Father has for us. When our 
hunger becomes great enough we leave the evil, selfish ways in which we 
have been living, and go back to the Father. 

The love of the Father is so great that, no matter how far away we 
may have strayed, there is always joy in the heart of God when his wan- 
dering children return to him. As we fix all our thoughts upon him we open 
ourselves to receive many good things from him. The new robe which 
the father gave his prodigal son stands for the new thoughts in which 
God clothes us; the ring stands for his endless love which makes beautiful 
our lives, and the feast stands for the great good that our Father gives to us 
when we return to him. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What lessons do we learn from the story of the prodigal son? 
What is a prodigal? 
How may we become prodigals? 
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Do we ever get so far away that our Father does not rejoice to see 
us return? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ vill use only for God the good that he sends 
to me. 


MEMORY VERSE 


When times of lack come in my life, 
To my Father’s house I'll go, 
For in the richness of his love 
No need I ever know. 


Yow 


Dear W ees: 


We have had one month of school, and I know that all of us 
are now steadily at work, trying daily to make this the very best of all 
the school years that we have ever had. 

In this letter I wish to remind you of just one thing. Please 
notice that I said ‘“‘remind,” for what I am going to say is not new to 
those who have been reading Wee Wisdom. But I again speak of 
it because it is good often to remind ourselves of the things that we 
know. Especially is it true that we should daily remind ourselves of 
how our minds work and of what they will do for us. And now I 
am reminding you: 

The mind of God in you knows everything that is written in your 
school books. 

If the mind of God in you knows everything that is written in 
your school books, why should you study > 

The answer to the question is in two parts. The first part is: 
You are not conscious of all that the mind of God in you knows. 
The second part is: Study of your books will remind you of all these 
things and help you to remember them. 

I am going to school with you. I do not sit in your schoolroom, 
but I am studying my books, just as you are studying yours. My ' 
books do not look like yours, but the thoughts in the mind of God are : 


books, and I believe that this is going to be my best year in school, too. 
With love, 


Hho Editor 
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For Little Artist®) 


Pictures Br Qoloving,, & @dward Christman, AK 
( 


My — dack-0- Lantern 


“Thee jack-o°lantorn wears a smile: 
He is a follow, 
With oyes that shine like bonfires ra 


And Face low’, 


Mother Nature has given us a palette of gold, reds, and: browns for this 
month’s picture. Tint the sky gray. Put a wash of gray and orange over distant 
tree and field. Pumpkin is orange. Grass in foreground is brownish green. 
Black haired Betty wears a white dress with collar, cuffs, and belt of dark red. 
Leaves are brown. Green stemmed pumpkin is bright orange. Orange is made 
of red and yellow mixed. Orange, thinned with water, makes flesh color. Put 
a touch of black on pumpkin’s eyes and mouth. i 

Betty is a smiling girl, as she has found that if you smile another smiles, 
“and soon there’s miles and miles of smiles and life’s worth while because you 
smile.’” Even Betty’s pumpkin wears a smile. 

Like hollowed pumpkin with candle light, 
And the smile or frown we give it, 
The smile or frown we wear through life 

Is cut as we daily live it. 
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THE BONFIRE 


It was Saturday. Bige knew that, because David had come out 
in his play clothes and he and David had been racing from the barn 
to the house, with David now and then dodging into the well-house 
to hide. The first time, Bige had been fooled and had gone on to 
the barn, but he had soon tracked his master to the ivy covered house 
over the well. After that he was more careful to watch, instead of 
just running with all his might. Bige loved these playtimes. Before 
he tired of one game David had thought of another, and Bige had 
to use all his faculties to understand just what he was expected to do. 
But David was patient, and his pat of approval, when Bige did his 
part well, was worth working for. 

They were resting in the shade of the maple trees when a familiar 
whistle told them that a neighbor boy was coming down the lane. 

“Hi! Bob,” called David. 

“Hi!” returned Bob. “Say, David, we are all going down by 
the bridge to rake up a big pile of leaves for a bonfire tonight. Can 
you come?” 

“Wait until I draw some water for Mother and then, I think, 
she will let me go.” 

Down toward the creek they went a half hour later, five boys 
trailed by a small sized dog with large sized feet. In the woods 
by the creek they shuffled through the thick carpet of leaves, and 
Bige ran briskly back and forth. They all enjoyed the fine, crackly 
sound. Then they went to work in earnest, raking the leaves and 
hauling them in their wagons. A stack of leaves grew in a clear 
space on the creek bank. At first Bige thought the stack was to 
burrow in, and he sent the leaves flying. David soon made him under- 
stand that it was for quite another purpose. After that he did not 
go close to the stack, but kept circling around it and eyeing it in 
such a funny way that the boys laughed until they could scarcely rake. 
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When the stack had grown higher than their heads, they climbed 
on their wagons and built it higher still. 

“T believe it is taller than Father,” said David. 

“T should say so,” agreed Bob. “‘I’ll bet it is as tall as Uncle 
John.” Since Uncle John was the very tallest man in the neighbor- 
hood, the boys decided that the stack was high enough. 

That night the neighbors all went down to the bridge for the 
bonfire. Every one was surprised at the fine, high stack. The men 
found a few more leaves and Uncle John pitched them up on top 
of the pile until the boys thought that it was almost as high as a 
house. When it was quite dark they set fire to the leaves. And 
what a bonfire it was! Ass it burned they brought more leaves, which 
blazed up, lighting the faces of the happy group. 

They roasted apples, and they sang. My! how they sang— 
old songs and new, foolish songs and tender. As soon as one was 
finished, some one would start another. The leaves sputtered merrily 
all the while, and there was a good smoke smell in the cool fall air. 

When they were all “sung out,” David played tunes on his 
birthday harmonica, tunes that Grandfather had taught him—‘‘Listen 
to the Mocking Bird,” and “Susannah,” then some later tunes that 
he had learned by himself. When he finally played “Home Sweet 
Home,” with variations, Daddy declared that that was a good sug- 
gestion, and they all climbed up to the big road and started home. 

Bige, who had chased sparks and barked at them until he had 
fallen asleep at David’s feet, was carried in his master’s arms as far 
as the home lane. 

“Now,” said David, as he put the dog down, “‘let’s see who 
will beat to the big gate.” 

Bige won, and waited, laughing and panting, for David to open 
the gate. 

““Y ou were not so tired as you pretended to be,”” accused David. 
““You certainly were a picture, chasing sparks all evening—but it was 
some bonfire, wasn’t it?” 

Bige wagged his tail enthusiastically, then walking to his bed, 
turned around three times and settled himself for the night. 
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THE MAGIC TRUTH 
Aladdin’s lamp and the magic carpet of Bagdad 


; opened to their possessors the wonders of life. But after 
q | all, they were only make-believe. Better far to have a 
7 real secret of your own that can banish all your troubles. 
A knowledge of Truth will do this for you. 

The two books described below will help you to find 
this knowledge and to put it into practice every day. 


AUNT JOY’S NATURE TALKS 


Every creation of God—tree, 
rock, flower, animal, fruit, air, water 
—has its place in the universe. Each 
one has a definite work to do just as 


wy 4 you, God’s little children, have your 


work to do. Do you sometimes won- 
der just what work an earthworm 
can be doing in God’s world? 
Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks will 
tell you about the worm’s work. It 
will tell why the ants, the bees, the 
rocks, the light, all are necessary to 
the carrying out of God’s great plan. 
= ve This book, attractively illustrated, 
has been published for you in two 


bindings: paper, $1; cloth, $1.50. 
LESSONS FOR YOUNG STUDENTS 


This little booklet was written by Imelda 
Octavia Shanklin for you young people 
who have suddenly found that you have out- 
grown the Wee Wisdom stories and poems 
and who are wondering just where to turn now 
to find more of the lessons that are beginning 
to mean so much to you in your play-day 
and in your work-day affairs. 

In this booklet Miss Shanklin explains 
very clearly and simply the following sub- 
jects: ‘‘Life,”” “‘Goodness,”” 

“Love,” Temple,’ “Knowing,” “Kindness,” ‘‘Faith,” 
“Obedience,” ““Truth,”” ““Thought-Words,”” and “Image-Likeness.”” 
At the end of each chapter she gives several affirmations and a 
list of questions to aid you in your study of the subject of that 
chapter. The price of this sixty-two page booklet is $.35. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Find the lady who sweeps the cobwebs from the moon. 
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THE JACK-O'-LANTERN 

Buddy said that he and I would 
have a Halloween party, and play 
tricks on Daddy and Mother. 

He said that we would need a 
jack-o’-lantern, so he made one. He 
cut holes in a pumpkin, for eyes and 
nose and mouth. It was the first 
jack-o’-lantern I had ever seen, and 
Buddy asked me if I thought Jack 
was a good-looking boy. 

After supper, when it was dark, 
he put a burning candle inside the 
pumpkin. I was not afraid of Jack, 
for I knew that he was just a 
pumpkin and a candle. 

We took the jack-o’-lantern to a 
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porch window. I tapped on the 
glass, so that Daddy and Mother 
would look. | When they saw Jack 
they were surprised. 

Then Buddy put a tick-tack on 
the window, and they were sur- 
prised again. 

But pretty soon Mother said 
that it was chilly on the porch and 
that we should come to the fireplace 
where it was warm. 

Then we went into the house. 
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Arnette Dennstedt 


I am a candle 
Shining so bright, _ 
Filled with His Spirit; 
God gives the light. 


I am a candle 
Set on a hill, 
Shining so clearly, 
Doing His will. 


Shine, little candle, 
Shine for the Lord, 
Shine on the darkness, 
Shine on His word. 


In the dark corners, 
By the rough road, 

Shine, little candle, 
Light of the Lord. 
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‘iss “\aple ‘reeds Parts- 


Lynette “Fietd — 


Miss Maple Tree a party gave 
To all the leaves one day; 

She asked each one, both great and small, 
To join with her in play. 


She asked her friend, the smiling sun, 
To shed his warming ray; 

She asked Jack Frost to kiss the leaves 
And make them bright and gay. 


She asked her friend, the howling wind, 
For music for their dance; 

And so he blew and blew and blew, 
To make each bright leaf prance. 


They whirled about and in and out 
And fell upon the ground, 

And then they skipped so far away 
Not any could be found. 
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Behind this frowning mask I see 
A little, up-turned nose, 
Eyes full of laughing friendliness, 


And cheeks like velvet rose. 


The mask is ugly, I admit, 
But I can see within, 
Two soft, warm lips in roguish smile, 


A round and dimpled chin. 


Why should she hide her lovely face? 
Perhaps you wish to ask. 

Well, all the ugliness we see 
Is nothing but a mask. 
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Rather like 


OCTOBER 
BLANCHE 


Summer does her paths in 


green, 


Carpets them with clover. 
Then October, moving in, 
Wishes them done over. 


We enjoyed the summer 


paths, 
But, if truth be told, 


taste— 


Changing them to gold. 


October's 
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| I am led to think aright, 
Turning darkness into 


7 [ am led to say the 
thing 


That will love and glad- 


ness bring. 


NIGHT 
I am led to do God's 
will 


By the inner voice, so 
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